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Tbefirjl Tart of Henry the Sixt. 



Turtle on the bloody Hounds with heads ofSteelc, 

And make the Cowards Band aloofe at bay: 

Sell euery naan his life as deere as mine* 

And they fhall finde deere Deere of vs my Fri aids* 

Ged* and S. Charge, T^Uhot and Englands right, 

Profpcr our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter 6 {JWefifengcr that meets Torky. Enter Yorke 
withTrumpet , and many Soldiers .« 

Torke . Are not the fpcedy fcouts return’d againe. 
That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin> 

Meff. They are return’d my Lord, and giue it our, 
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his power 
To fight with Talbot as he march’d along. 

By your efpyals were difeouered 

Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 

Which ioyn’d with him, and made their march for 

(Burdeaux 

Tor^e. A plague vpon that Villaine Somcrfct,i 
That thus delayes my promifed iupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiegc, 

Renowned Talbot doth expe# my ayde. 

And I amlowted by a Traitor Villaine, 

And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier: 

God comfort him in this nccefiiry ; 

If he mifearry, farewell Warrcs in France. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

t.Afef Thou Princely Leader of our Englifii firength, 
Neucr fo needfull on the earth of France, 

Spurre to the refeue of the Noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waftc oflron, 

And hem’d about with grim deftruSion : 

To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, 

Elfc farwell Talbot, France,and Englands honor. 

Torke. O God, that Somcrfct who in proud heart 
Doth flop my Cornets, were in Talbots place. 

So fhould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, 

By forteyting a Traitor, and a Coward : 

Mad ire,and wrathfull fury makes me weepe. 

That thus we dye, while remifl'e Traitors fleepc. 

(Jldef. O fend fome fuccour to the diftreft Lord. 

Torke . He dies, we loofe : I breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France fmilcs: We loofe, they dayfy gcr, 
All long of this vile T raitor Somerfct. 

(JWef. Then God take mercy on braue Talbots foule, 
And an his Sonne yong Iohn y who two hourcs fince, 

I met intrauaile toward his warlike Father; 

This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his fonne. 

And now they meccc where both their lines are done. 

Torke . Alas, what ioy fhall noble Talbot haue. 

To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Grauc: 

Away, vexation almoft ftoppes my breath, 

That fundred friends grccte in the houre of death. 

Lncie farewell, no more my fortune can. 

But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 

Maine, Bloys, Voytiers, and Toures y are wonne away. 

Long all of Somcrfct, and his delay. Exit 

Mcf. Thus while the Vulture of ledition, 

Feedcs in the bofome of fuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping neglcdlion doth betray to lofle : 

The Conqueft of our fcarfe-cold Conqueror, 

That euer-litiing man of Mcmorie, 
ifenrie the fift: Whiles they each other crofle, 

Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to Ioffe. 


Enter Somerfet with hit Armie. 

Sow. It is too late, I cannot fend them now 
This expedition was by Torke and Talbot W 5 
Too rafhly plotted. All our gencrall force 
Might with a Tally of the very Towne 9 

Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied all his glofie of former Honor 
By this vnheedfull, defperatc, wildeaducnm re . 
Torke fet him on to fight,and dye in fhame 
That Talbot dead, great Torke might beare rh* n 
Cap. Hecre is Sir mil,Am Lucie, who with ^ 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for avd 

Som. How now Sir Wiliam, whether LI' , 
Lu. Whether my Lord,from bought & f,,i/,° U fni 
Who ring’d about with bold aduerjitie, L, Talh, 
Cries out for noble Yorkc and Somerfct 
To bcatc aflayling death from his weakc’Rcpion 

And whiles the honourable Captaine there & 

Drops bloody fwet from his warre-wcariedlimb 

And in aduantage lingring lookes for refeue, 

Y ou his falfe hopes, the trull of Englands honor 
Kecpe off aloofe with worthleffe emulation: ’ 

Let not your priuate difeord kecpe away 
Theleuied fuccours that fhould lend him ayde 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman * 

Yeeld vp his life vr.to a world of oddes, 

Orleancc the Ballard, Charles, Turgundu, 

A lan fen, Reignard, compafle him about, 

And Talbot perilheth by your default. 

Som. Yorke fet him on, Yorke lliould haue fent bin 
ayde. 

Luc. And Yorke as fall vpon your Grace exclaimts 
Swearing that you with-holdhis leuied hoaft, 
Cohered for this expidition. 

^ow.York lyes: He might bane fenr, & had iheHorfc: 
lowc him little Dutie, and lefle Loue, 

And take foule {come to fawne on him by fending. 

Lu. The fraud of England, not the force otFrance, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Talbot : 

Ncuer to England fhall he beare his life, 

But dicsbctraid to fortune by your ftrife. 

Som. Come go, I will dil'patch the Hqrfemcn ftrait: 
Within fixe hourcs, they will be at his ayde. 

Lu. Too late comes refeue, heistaneorflaine, 

For flye he could not, if he would haue fled: 

And flye would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, braue Talbot then adieu. 

Lu. His Fame liues in the world . His Shame in you. 

Excmt, 


inter Talbot and his Som. 


Tal. O yong John Talbot,! did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in flratagems of Warre, 

That Talbots name might be in thee reuiu’d, 
When faplefle Age, and wcakevnablelimbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But Omalignant and ill-boading Starres, 

Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death, 

A terrible and vnauoyded danger ; 

Therefore deere Boy, mount on my fwiftefthorfe, 
And lie direct thee how thou fhalt cfcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 
John. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne? 


Shall 
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The fir ft Tory offHenry the Sixt 


- 'XTiTfl«^aW oU Ioue m y Mother, 

A fld(ba not^er Honorable Name, 
pilb Te a Badard, and a Slaue of me: 
fotn»* ca ... r he is not Tatbots blood, 

K,l FlyeL reuenge my death,if I be flame. 
ff' uc that flyes fo,will ne’rereturne againe. 
fil if we both flay,we both are fure to dye. 

Then let me ftay.and Father doe you flye: 

' ln<Tc is sreat,fo your regard Ihould be; 

^ oJt r rh vnknowne.no lofle is knowne in me. 

My rwdeath, the French can little boaft; 

^ 3n '/ t hcy will,in you all hopes arc loft. 

Kr annot day"* the Honor y ou hi ? C wonnC » 

Sine it will,that no Exploit haue done, 
vld fled for Vantagc.euery one will fweare : 

L iflbow.they’le fay it was forfcarc. 

There is no hope that eucrl will flay, 
fthcfirft howre I flinnkc and run away: 
Hcreonmyk ncc ^ be S§ e Mortahtie, 

R,ther then Life,preferu’d with Infamie. 

R f/ilb. shall all thy Mothers hopes lye mone Tombe . 
John. I rather then lie fhame my Mothers Wor.i’be. 
fall. Vpon my Bleffing l command thee goe. 

J,b». To fig ht 1 vvill,but not to flye the hoe. 

Tf.lb. Part of thy Father may be laud in thee. 
kho. No part of him,butwillbelhame inmee. 
fdb .Thou neuer hadft Renowne,nor canft not lofe ir. 
Iobl Yes,your renowned Name: fhall flight abute it ? 
Tk&Thy Fathers charge lhal cleare thee from ftaine. 
Ioho. You cannot witnefle for me,being flame, 
if Death be fo apparant.then both flye. 

Mb. And leaue my followers here to fight and dye i 
My Age was neuer tainted with fuch fhame. 

lohn. And (hall my Youthbeguiltie of fuch blame? 
Nomore can I be feuered from your fide. 

Then can your feIfe,your felfe in twaine diuide: 

Stay,goe,doe what you will,the like doe I; 

Forliue I will not,if my Father dye. 

Mb. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipfe thy Life this afternoone: 

Come,fide by fide, together Hue and dye. 

And Soule with Soule from France to Heaucn flye. Exit. 

Alarum: Ex cur (tons, wherein Talbots Sonne 
is hemm’d about , and Talbot 
refeues him. 

Tdb. Saint George, and Victory; fight Souldicrs,fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. 

Where is Iohn Talbot ? pawfe,and take thy breath, 
Igauethee Life,and refeu’d thee from Death. 

lobn. O twice my Father,twice am I thy Sonne: 

The Life thou gau’ft me firft, was loft and done. 

Till with thy Warlike Sword, defpight of Fate, 

Tonsy determin’d time thou gau’ft new date. 

W^.When fro the Dolphins Creft thy Sword (Truck fire, 
It warm’d thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Of bold-fac’t ViiTorie. Then Leaden Age, 

Quicken'd with YouthfullSpleene,and Warlike Raj 
Beat downe Alanfon,OrleancefBurgundie, 

And from the Pride of Gallia refeued thee. 

The irefull Baftard Orleance , that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, and had the Mai denhood 
Of thy firft fight, I fooneencountred. 

And interchanging blowes,! quickly (hed 




Some of his Baftard blood,and in difgrace 

Befpoke him thus: Contaminated,bale, 

And mis-begotten blood.l fpill of thine, 

Meane and right poorc, for that pure blood of mine. 
Which thou didft force from Talbot ,my braue Eoy- 
Hcrepurpofing the Baftard todeftroy. 

Came in ftrong refeue. Speake thy Fathers care: 

Art thou not weari e,Iohn ? How do’ft thou fare ? 

Wilt thou yet leaue the Battailc,Boy,and (lie. 

Now thou art feal’d the Sonne of Chiualric ? 

Flye,to reuenge my death when I am dead. 

The helpe of one ftands me in little Head. 

Oh.too much folly is it,well I wot, 

To hazard all our liues in one fmall Boat. 

If I to day dve not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow I lhall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they nothing gaine, and if I ftay, 

’Tis but tlic Ihortning of my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes,our Houfeholds Name, 

My Deaths Reuenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame : 

All thcfe.and more,we hazard by thy ftay; 

AU thefe are fau’d, if thou wilt flye away. 

Iohn. The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood fromroy Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a fhame. 

To faue a paltry Life,and flay bright Fame, 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye. 

The Coward Horfe that bcares me,fall and dye: 

And like me to the pelant Boycs of France, 

To be Shames fcorne,3nd lubieft of Mifchance. 

Surely,by all the Gloric you haue wonne, 

And if I flye,I am not Talbots Sonne. 

Then talke no more of flighi,it is no boot. 

If Sonne to Talbot,dye at Talbots foot. 

Talb. Then follow thou thy defp’rate Syre ofCreet, 
Thou Icarus, thy Life to me is fweet: 

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers fide. 

And commendableprou’d, let’s dye in pride. 


eAlarum. 


Excurfons. 
Talbot led. 


Talb. Where is my other Life? mine owne is gone. 

O,where’s young Talbott where is valiant John} 
Triumphant Death, Imear’d with Captiuitie, 

Young Talbots Valour makes me fmile at thee. 

When he perceiu’d me fhrinke.and on my Knee, 

His bloodie Sword he brandifht ouer mee, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience: 

But when my angry Guardant flood alone* 

Tendring my ruine, and affayl’d of none, 

Dizzie-ev’d Furie,and great rage of Heart, 

Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart 
Into the cluftring Battailc of the French: 

And in that Sea of Blood,myBoy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit; and there di’dc 
My Icartupcay Bloffome.in his pride. 

% 

Enter with lohn Talbot, borne. 

Sent. Omy deare Lotd.loe where your Sonne is borne. 
7Vi/.Thou antique Death.which laugh’ft vs here to fcorn, 
Anon from thy mfultingTyrannie, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuitie. 

Two Talbots winged through the lither Skie 
In thy defpight lhall fcape Mortahtie. 


Exit, 


Enter old 
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